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Make Me Smile 


Author's Notes: 
Smutty sequel to Make Me Pretty (but you can read this stand-alone, you won't get lost in the plot) because 


a certain someone on here couldn't believe | was so mean to Twiggy in the previous story.. So that's for you, 


Notoff.. ;-) 


It was past noon when Twiggy finally woke up. He knew he didn't have to leave before 4 o'clock for the sound 
check so he still had time to have a late lunch. He was hungry. He didn’t eat last night and he had missed 


breakfast time already so lunch was a necessity. 


He ordered something from room service. There was no way in hell he would go out of his room. He had cried 
himself to sleep the night before without taking off his dress or make-up. He felt like shit and looked even 
worse with swollen eyes, smeared make-up and messy dreads. Actually he looked so bad that it was just about 
perfect for the concert tonight. 


Twiggy put some music on while waiting for his food. He swallowed a few Advil as appetizers to try to cure his 


headache and looked through his bag for another dress for the evening concert. If he wouldn't clean his ruined 


make-up, he would at least change his dress. He could wear his staple pea green cotton dress, the one that 
made him look like an 8-year old girl Manson used to love seeing him wear that one, so he decided not to wear 
it. He also had another much more glamour one, a tight dress made of dark red velvet. He would have worn it 
at the after party this evening but given his mood, he would probably skip it altogether, or just go quickly to 
try to get his hands on some coke, and then lock himself up in his room after the gig to get drunk hard and 
fast. So he could wear that one for the gig. 


Whatever he was wearing, he knew he was miserable and pathetic. What a great combo. No wonder Manson 


didn't want to spend any time with him anymore, with or without John around. 
The bassist was still rummaging through his luggage to look for some accessories to wear with his velvet 
dress when he heard knocks on his door. He was starving by now and therefore rushed to go open the door 


and get his lunch from room service, not caring a for a second about his fairly scary appearance. 


He swung the door open and gaped at the sight of John. The guitarist was also a little surprised, but it was 
simply because of Twiggy's look 


"Wow... You're getting ready for tonight already?" 


It took Twiggy a few seconds to recover from the unexpected visit and gather his thoughts but when he did, 


it was not to answer John's question 
"What are you doing here?" 


"We're all going out for lunch. | thought I'd come and ask if you wanted to join The other guys were in my 


room and we just decided to go for burgers." 

"No, thanks. See you later." 

Twiggy was about to smash the door in John's face but the guitarist pushed the door open again 
"What's wrong?" 

"Nothing." 

"You're acting weird" 

‘I'm a freak, don't you see? Acting weird is my purpose in life." 

John didn't understand why Twiggy sounded so cranky. 


"Are you upset about something?" 


"Fuck you, John. Go and have lunch with the others and let Manson shower you with attention and take you 


shopping on Rodeo Drive since you have a few hours to kill before sound check" 

This time John pushed passed Twiggy to walk in his room before closing the door behind him. He didn't like the 
bassist's tone and he didn't understand what Twiggy's problem was but it seemed to be something to do with 
him. 


"What is that supposed to mean?" 


"Cut the crap, Johmy. | know you're his latest and favorite fuck boy, enjoy it while it lasts. Now get the hell 


out of my room." 

"Are you out of your mind, Jeordie? What are you talking about?" 

Twiggy couldn't stand the argument anymore. He tried to swallows the angry tears that were threatening to 
come out but he couldn't and he finally broke down, unable to control his sobbing, and fell on his knees next to 
this bed, hiding his face from John. 

"| saw you last night! You were in his room! | know you spent the night with him. | know he fucked youl | don't 
wanna be reminded of it and see you both swooning at each other. So now go the fuck away and leave me 
alone! Don't you get it?" 

John hesitated for a second before he walked a tad closer to Twiggy. He didn't know what was the most 
bizarre. Seeing Twiggy having a melt-down at his feet or the fact that he'd been accused of sleeping with 
Marilyn Manson 

"What..? How do you even know | was with Manson last night?" 

| saw you when | came over in the evening," Twiggy snapped in-between sobs. 

John looked at Twiggy's slumped body leaning against the bottom of the bed and tried to think straight for a 
minute. And then he got it. The person who knocked on the door and that Manson sent away - the so-called 
band whore who needed attention - must have been Twiggy. 

"Not that | owe you any explanation," John said with his calm voice, "but I'm not sleeping with Manson" 


Twiggy snorted and turned his head up to look at the guitarist. 


"I know him. I've been with him before you. He won't spend the evening playing monopoly with you, not with the 


way he eyes you up all the time. You were on his bed already." 


"Yeah, | was and when he got a little too affectionate, | left." 


The bassist's sobbing seemed to calm down and Twiggy finally stood up, only to sit on the edge of the bed. 
The guitarist sat next to him. 

"You and Manson? You guys are a thing?" 

Twiggy shrugged. 


"No. | thought we were but.. Obviously, he doesn't care. Since you've arrived, he just talks about you, looks at 


you... He doesn't want to see me anymore." 
"I'm not sleeping with him, Jeordie. l'm not interested in Manson" 


Twiggy turned around and stared at John to try to assess whether he was just saying that to calm him down 
or if it might be true. 


"It wouldn't be very clever for me to sleep with my new boss, would it?" 
"Yeah, well.. | did, but obviously, Im a stupid drag cunt so who cares?" 

"| didn't mean that. Besides, I'm not attracted to him" 

Twiggy sighed and let out a small laugh. 


"This is even more perfect! Now he's pining for you and you're not into guys. Fucking stupid laws of 


attraction." 
John passed his hand over his face to try to see what he should do or say now. 
‘Im into guys as well, but not him. | didn't know for you two. Why didn't you say anything?" 


"There is nothing to say. Anyway, he would just fuck me when he had nothing better to do, | think. Its my 
fault to think that.. Forget it. | learnt my lesson last night. He was very clear." 


"What did he say?" 
"IFs not your business, John" 
"True but we have a concert tonight and this can't be good for the band." 


"IIl live, don't worry, | won't make problems, | need my paychecks. I'm a living mess anyway. And look at me.. At 


least l'm ready with my stage persona since last night thanks to all this." 


John looked at Twiggy's face. His make-up was already pretty messy when he opened the door but the crying 
didn't help. Actually, most of the dark eye shadow was now leaving dripping marks on his cheeks. 


"You kinda look like Alice Cooper... It's cool. Just stop crying, ok?" 


Twiggy managed to crack a small smile at John's comments but then recalled the previous night and his face 


turned sad again. 

"I looked so pretty last night. You should have seen.. | thought | did, at least. | called this girl to come and do 
my make-up, you know? Not like the freaky make-up | do myself for the concerts, no, she turned me into a 
real pretty girl. But he said.. He didn't want me." 

"Hey, Jeordie... Shh..” 


Without thinking, John took him in his arms. Twiggy froze at first, clearly not expecting this, but John's 


embrace was so warm and felt so genuine that Twiggy started to melt a little in John’s arms. 
‘It's so stupidly unfair," Twiggy mumbled against John’s shoulder. 

"What's unfair?" 

"Why am | so ugly? Why can't | be pretty like you?" 

John pulled himself away from Twiggy and looked at him. 

"You think I'm pretty?" 

"Come on, John.. You know you are. You're.. Everything I'm not" 

Twiggy wiped his face and nose with his forearm. 


"No matter what | do.. Ill never be a real pretty girl, and I'm not a cute boy like you. I'm stuck in-between, 
just good enough to be a freak next to Manson during interviews or photoshoots to shock people." 


"You're not a freak. You're you.. A slightly confused boy with a very avant-garde sense of style." 

Twiggy looked at John's perfect face. He was wearing pale foundation and just a bit of black around the eyes. 
He looked flawless. The color of his face was almost the same as his not too short and not too long slightly 
wavy hair. A very handsome blond angel. It was too much for Twiggy to look at so he moved his head to the 


side. 


"Why are you nice to me?" 


“cause you're my bandmate.. And | don't want you to feel bad.. And | really think you're pretty." 

John's words were punctuated by his fingers trailing across Twiggy's cheek. The bassist didn't dare to look 
back at John but he leaned into the touch, wondering when was the last time someone had been nice like this 
with him. Even before John had joined the band, when Manson was interested enough in him to get him in his 
bed, it was never to be nice with him. It was twisted and rough. Sometimes Twiggy liked it and sometimes he 
didn't but it never really mattered to Manson 


"You should go for your lunch, the other will wonder why you take so long." 


John reached for his jeans pocket and got his phone out. He typed a short message and put the phone back in 
his pocket. 


"I told them to go without me. I'll stay with you." 
"Why?," Twiggy asked 
John smirked. 


"You said you think I'm pretty.. And | think you're pretty," John purred as he leaned over and pushed Twiggy 
on the bed. "Maybe we should do something a bit dirty to make up for all this prettiness." 


John's mouth landed on Twiggy before the bassist had any time to say anything. Not that he minded too much, 
though. John’s lips were soft and warm and he was pretty good at kissing. Twiggy was quickly overwhelmed 
with the unexpected feelings that came with John's kiss. He moaned against John's mouth, inviting him for 
more as he opened his mouth and snaked his arms around John's narrow body. 


"You got a great mouth, Jeordie," John whispered as he gently bit the bassist's plump bottom lip. 


John's eyes locked with Twiggy's while he let one of his hands slide down his body. The bassist felt the blush 


burn on his cheeks but he kept looking at the guitarist who was now resting on his side. 

"A really great mouth," John leaned over to kiss him again 

"Wanna see how it feels on you?," Twiggy asked, his hand venturing on John's crotch. 
John's mouth curled up into a smile. 

"Ok but first go put on some lipstick.. | wanna see it smear on my cock when you suck me." 
Twiggy smiled back and nodded. John seemed to have fun ideas and it made Twiggy happy. 


John was lazily sitting against the headboard among all the pillows when Twiggy came back on the bed, his lips 


burgundy red. The guitarist had taken off his shirt already. The bassist admired John's tattoos and then 


crawled up to John’s level and sat on his heels, pouting in front of him as if to ask for his opinion. 


John moved a little forward and ran his thumb across the freshly painted lips, smearing some dark red color 


on the side of Twiggy's mouth. 
"Perfect," he said. 


The bassist looked down and undid John's belt before taking off his jeans and underwear. John's cock was 
getting hard already and Twiggy first started stroking it with his hands. He then bent his head and gave John's 


cock a few licks on the tip. 
"Yeah.. Get that pretty mouth of yours to work, Jeordie..” 


Twiggy liked to hear John say his name and he was hoping that he'd make him say it a few more times. For 
once, he was a bit confident. He didn't have many talents but he was good at playing bass and giving head, two 


things that came in handy when you were working in a rock band. 

Judging by John's heavier breathing and vocal sighs, the guitarist appreciated Twiggy's skillful tongue and lips. 
John's fingers tangled in Twiggy's dreads, more as an appreciative gesture than one to urge or push him 
further. There wasn't anyway much more that Twiggy could do as he was currently deep-throating him and 
John was starting to feel he was getting close. A moment later, he gently tugged on Twiggy's hair, making him 
stop and forcing him to lift his head. 


"Don't finish me off," John said, glancing down with admiration at the sight of dark lipstick traces on his erect 


cock. "| wanna fuck you." 


Twiggy was breathless and the prospect of getting fucked by John was making him delightfully light-headed 
already. 


"How do you want me?," Twiggy panted as he moved up closer to John 
"What do you like?" 
"I think I've pretty much done everything, so..Whatever." 


"That's not what | asked. What do you like?," the guitarist asked again as he let his hands trail up Twiggy's 
thighs under his dress. "I like it if you keep your dress on.. | like how it looks on you. Very sexy.” 


John's hands reached for the bassist's crotch. He could feel that Twiggy was not wearing any underwear under 


his fishnet stockings. 


"John..." Twiggy moaned softly under the guitarist's touch. 


John pulled Twiggy closer to him, rubbing the palm of his hand against the bassist’ hard cock. His other hand 
slid in-between Twiggy's thighs and in one swift movement he ripped the bassist's stockings to free his cock, 
making the bassist gasp in surprise. 


"Sorry, | want you to keep these on too but they were in the way.’ 


John's hand slid further behind, towards Twiggy's ass, conveniently widening the tear he made in the stockings 


to give him free access to what he was looking for. 

"Get some lube," John said. 

Twiggy cursed himself silently for not having left it on the bedside table beforehand. He was cozily tucked 
against John, with is hand in his crotch and it was a bit of a mood killer to get off the bed and go look for 
that now but getting dry-fucked would not be nice so he reluctantly moved away. 


The bassist came back with lube and condoms and sat back across John's legs. 


"So... How do you want me to fuck you?," John asked with lustful eyes, looking up at Twiggy who was straddling 


him. 

The bassist had rarely been that turned on. He didn't know what it was. John's calm voice or his gentle ways, 
his handsome angel face which wasn't made to say those dirty things to him but still he was and it gave 
Twiggy shivers just to imagine how it would feel to have John inside him. 

"l. | wanna ride you," Twiggy finally said. 

John licked his lips. He placed his hand behind Twiggy's neck and pulled him down for a quick kiss. 


"Be my guest" 


The bassist grabbed one of the condoms that was on the bedside table and put it on John before he spread 


some lube on his cock. 


Twiggy lifted up his dress - it was so tight that it stayed bundled up around his waist, exposing himself - and 
lowered himself slowly onto John, biting his bottom lip as he was taking in the sensation of being stretched and 


filled. 
"Fuck..." Twiggy let out. 
The bassist began to move slowly, trying to keep himself in check, but as soon as John started to reciprocate 


the moves and bucked his hips up to meet his rhythm, it was already starting to be a little too much. Twiggy 
shifted a little bit, ensuring that the guitarist was hitting him in the right spot with each of his upwards 


movement. 
"You're feeling so good around me," John exhaled. 


The guitarists hands moved down Twiggy's back and landed on his ass which John grabbed, pressing Twiggy 


more firmly onto his cock. 

"Oh, god, John..." Twiggy whimpered. 

The bassist grabbed the edge of the headboard to keep his balance and avoid falling over. The guitarists 
enjoyed seeing his bandmate getting lost in the moment. He brought one of his hands forward and started to 
stroke Twiggy's leaking cock, teasing its tip with his thumb first before he started to pump him in sync with 
his hip movements. 

"Mmmhh... Yes... Please.. Let me come..." 


Twiggy's voice was shaky and pleading and John took it as an invitation to go faster. 


The bassist couldn't hold it very long and he suddenly came, crying John's name and spilling himself over his 
dress and in the guitarists hand. 


John moaned as he felt Twiggy's muscles tense around him, squeezing him and bringing him dangerously close. 
He didn't want to come yet and so he pushed the bassist off his hips and rolled over him. 


Twiggy let John do as he pleased, his mind still too foggy after his climax to protest or think too much. 


"My turn on top, pretty thing," John whispered as he pushed the bassist legs up and eased himself back inside 
Twiggy with one solid thrust. 


"Yeah.. Fuck me hard now," Twiggy sighed. 
John didn't hold back. He was pounding hard into the bassist and kept his face close to Twiggy's, his mouth 
hovering just above him to tease him without really kissing him anymore. John was smiling and Twiggy couldn't 


believe that he was still really looking so nice and at the same time fucking him so fiercely. 


When John finally came, silently, except for a brief gasp that Twiggy didn't even hear because of his own 


moans, he fell over Twiggy. 
Twiggy winced when he pulled out. He was tired and his legs were aching but he loved the feel of having John 
inside him. John rolled on his side and removed the condom before stretching like a cat next to the bassist 


who was half hard again already. 


"You're a horny little ragdoll, Jeordie,” John commented when he noticed the bassist's arousal. 


"All your fault.. Fuck, John, you were so good..” 

‘lm not ready yet." 

"| can wait." 

"Your dress is dirty" the guitarist said, pointing at the cum traces. 
"Don't care.. | have other ones to wear. Do you wanna go for a shower?" 
"Maybe... I'm hungry actually." 

"Yeah, me too. | don't know why room service is taking so long," Jeordie laughed. 
"Let's go shower," John said. "I'll do your make up tonight" 

Twiggy turned around and smiled at John. 

"You will?" 

"Yeah... I'll make you prettier than me." 

Twiggy blushed. 


"Thanks, John" 


